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Summary: Since his fathers death, Logans guilt has burrowed its way 

into his dreams. Luckily, Katie's there to help. OneShot 

Logan/OC 


Nightmare 

It's dark. I can't see. All I can hear is his voice, taunting me. I 
keep running, but somehow he's always two steps behind. It's getting 
increasingly difficult to breathe. 

"Just... just leave me alone!" I gasp. Laughter. I carry on running, 
but I keep falling. The floors damp, and it feels like the whole room 
is getting smaller. I slump down, closing my eyes, waiting for the 
walls to crush me. Nothing. I open my eyes. It's my house. Well, my 
_old _house. I can hear laughter. I walk into the living room. 

There's Dad, Hesh, Merrick, Keegan and Katie. They're talking about 
something, I can't hear them. I walk closer, and the chatter stops. 
They all look at me, but their eyes are full of hatred. 

"It's your fault!" They chant. I shake my head violently. They keep 
saying it, over and over. The walls are spinning. I'm stumbling, 
trying to find a way out, a way to stop the chant. They don't stop. I 
carry on, tripping over things. Silence. I look around. I'm back in 
Vegas. Dads on the floor, his back to me. I can't see his face. Hesh 
is tied to his chair, staring blankly at the wall. I crouch down, to 
try and look at Dad. I turn him, so I can see his face. There's blood 
covering his entire upper torso, and a blood trickle from his temple. 
I stifle a gag. His face, frozen in terror. I stand up, horrified. 
Hesh is mumbling something, that I can't hear. I approach him. He 
looks up at me. 

"It's all your fault." He says. I shake my head. He carries on saying 
it, gradually getting louder. I can't breathe again. I feel sick. I'm 
stuck, I can't run this time. I close my eyes, wishing that it would 
just end. I open my eyes, but this time I'm somewhere different. I 



can't quite tell where I am. I look around. It was just an empty 
room. I slump down to the cold floor, taking a deep breath. 

"Well, look at what we have here." Rorke. I look up, quickly, his 
face beaming above me. He has a knife, my knife, in his hands. It was 
covered in blood. I swallowed. My eyes search the room and they come 
upon a corpse. It was a girl. I tried to get a closer look, but Rorke 
was in my way. It didn't matter. I knew who it was. Katie. I hold 
back a sob. I look around the room again, only this time, bodies were 
scattered across the floor. My mouth is dry. I know who these people 
are. There's Dad, and Hesh, and Merrick, and Keegan, and Katie. 

And... and my mothers. I shook my head, again. 

"Look at what you did. This is all your fault, Logan." Rorke says, in 
my ear. Tears were running down my cheeks. 

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry." I repeat, over and over. Rorke 
chuckles . 

"All these people died. Because of you." His evil voice entered my 
head . 

"Leave me alone!" I cried. Another chuckle. I stand up, everything is 
spinning again. I'm trying to find my way out, but I keep 
accidentally tripping over bodies. The tears keep coming, blurring my 
vision. Again, the air is becoming thick, and the walls are closing 
in on me. The only thing I can hear is Rorkes voice. He's telling me 
not to run. He's telling me to stop. I ignore it, wiping my eyes. I'm 
still running. I don't know where I am, or where I'm going but I 
don't stop. I need to get away. From the voices. The voices don't 
stop, except this time, they're calling my name. I look around 
wildly. Nothing. They keep repeating my name, but I don't stop. I 
have to keep running. I have to get away. The voices are getting 
louder. It's all I can hear. I need to keep running. 
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><p>~Katie POV~<p> 

"Logan!" I called. He'd been thrashing around, shouting and screaming 
in his sleep. His eyes snapped open. He had a look of panic in his 
eyes. "It's ok, it's ok. It was just a bad dream. I'm here." I 
reassured him, stroking his hair. He relaxed, his breathing going 
back to normal. There was an impatient knocking at the door. 

"He's awake!" I called. I'd made the others wait outside, so the 
amount of people wouldn't freak Logan out when he woke up. They all 
entered the room. 

"You okay?" Hesh asked, sitting next to his brother on his bed. 

"I'm fine." Logan said, running a hand through his hair and sitting 
up. He closed his eyes for a brief moment. 

"Wanna talk about it?" I asked, gently. He shook his head. I nodded 
my head in understanding. He'd been through a lot of shit lately, I 
didn't want to pry into his nightmares. I held his hand, stroking his 
knuckles . 


"Sorry for, uh, waking you guys up." He said, sleepily. 



"Just making sure you're okay, kid." Keegan said. Logan gave a small 
smile. Hesh looked at his brother, concerned. 

"Sure you don't wanna talk about it?" Hesh asked. Logan sighed. 

"I'm fine, okay? Just... just a bad dream." He reassured his brother. 
Hesh nodded. 

"If everyones good, I'm going back to bed." Merrick said, heading to 
the door. Keegan and Hesh nodded in agreement. 

"Goodnight." I told them. Logan shuffled back under the covers. I lay 
my head on his chest, looking up at him. 

"You good?" I asked. 

"Yup." He said, smiling slightly. His smile didn't quite reach his 
eyes. I hesitated but let the issue drop. I felt his breath hitch 
slightly . 

"Do you... do you think that, urn, that it's my fault?" He asked, after 
a short silence. I sat up and looked at him. He was chewing on his 
lip . 

"What? No, of course not! Why would you think that?" I asked. He 
looked up at me and shook his head. 

"Nothing. It doesn't matter." He brushed it off, and looked at the 
ceiling . 

"Look at me." I said, moving his head so he was facing me. "Don't 
start blaming yourself, ok? Shit happens. And it's been tough, for 
all of us." I paused to look at him. "But we all did what we could. 
And it's definitely not your fault." I said. 

"But, I coulda done _something_ instead of just-" I interrupted him 
with a kiss . 

"Not. Your. Fault." I reminded him. He smiled. 

"I love you." He said quietly, stroking my face. I smiled back. 

"I love you, too." I said, snuggling into his chest. It didn't take 
me long to fall asleep. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN- This is a small one shot that I considered putting 
into INOY but decided against it, because I couldn't think of a good 
place to include it :p Anyway, if you're reading this and haven't 
already read It's Not Over Yet, go check it out! 

><strong> 

**Love you all xox** 


End 
f lie . 



